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IDDAN in a mass of legal verbiage
in the papers filed by Joseph C.
Hartman in his suit against the

management of the Cave of the Winds at
Niagara l4ills is the story of one of the
most pecultar and terrifying accidents in
years. Jast about a year ago Hartman's
Parents, Mr. and Mrs. Arnold Hartman, of
Brooklyn, were buried under an avalanche
of rock in the famous cave, and died a

death as fearful as the mind of man can

conceive. Joseph Hartman, as administrl-
tor, has fled two actions in the Brooklyn
Supreme Court. asking $50,000 for the
death of his father and $26,000 for the
death of his mother.

Harold 0. Wright, the concessionaire
,who operates the Cave of the Winds, le
~defendant in the suit. His defense, thus
ar, is that he is not the responsible party
4oany accident, of this nature in the Cave
1-that he merely rents dressing rooms and
waterproof clothing and provides the
auides for the trip. Anyone, accordig to

4tense, may enter the Cave without
1g-him a fee.

~u, as in many "negligenCe" cases, the
~estion will undoubtedly arise during the

trial as to whether this accident was or
~asznot "an act of God."
"An act of God," in legal phraseology,

eians simply that something happened
which no human agency oculd have fore-
Mi~d or prevented or guarded against.
M.uld Wright, or any other person, have

heretold the rock slide; if so, could he
Efve prevented it? Could he have known

qi definitely that a slide was impending
that he should have closed the Cave to
Aqurists? These are some of the questions
$iat a jury in the Hartman suit will have
to consider.
The setting of the tragedy, which took

the lives of three persons and injured two
others, is one of the most awe-inspiring in
tie world.
*For the eave, so called, is in reality

itothing buit a narrow ledge of slippery
t'6ck along the face of the cliff under the
Talls.
Under the Falls! A sheet of water

twenty feet thick arching overhead to fall
*itb a torce that crumbles granite hun-
peds of feet below. A slimy wall of reck

66h one side, the living curtain of water on
the other: a narrow, tortuous footing and
fpall budges over pointing fingers of rock
lglow. A thunderous roar, reverberating
go loudly that shouts are muffled to whis-
pers. A sombre £loom, in which swirl
clouds of mist, writhing like the serpeat.
talata of Niffleheim.
~it was here that death overtook the
~rtmans. In the very noontime of life.
mth everylhing to live for, just at the be-

gning of a hard-earned leisure, they were
gruskea to death.
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1For it was on their long-deferred honey-
moon that the blow fell. They had worked
hard, had meen their sons grow to manhood,
had saved to buy their home In Brooklyn,
and then, at the earnest entreaties of the

sons, had consented to take a vacation.

All their married life they. had talked of
this outing; when they vere married It
was customary that honeymoon tours In-
clude Niapara Falls. They had always
wanted to follow the fashion of their youth.
One ,)! their first trips at Niagara had

been that to the "Cave of the Winds."
They were members of a party of one hun-
dred, led by a guide. Through the roaring
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ory of days when a rock-slide blocked up
the mouth of a cave home, like the fear
of falling off a tree, that haunts our dreams.
Dreams of smothering, dreams of falling-
glimpses both in the life of cave-dwellers
and tree-men.
The lure of terror-call it adventure-

the day dream of the perils that our an-
cestors endured, is what brings people to
places like the Cave of the Winds; makes
others climb difficult mountains and cling,
fly-like, to the walls of the Grand Canyon
and descend the craters of volcanoes. The
lure of terror-the daring that makes chil-
dren climb fences and slide down cellar
doors and leads college presidents to death
in the Canadjan Rockies.

Foolish?
But what would the world be without it?
The allure of the Cave of the Winds may

be called standardized. Thousands have
passed through it unharmed. *usands
more will brave it unscathed.
Yet all the elements of danger and the

thrilling phenomena of. fear are there.
There are other spots ia the world where
the elements are different and, superfici-
ally, p?rhaps more dangeroua.
The Grand Canyon, for instance, with

its Bright Angdl trail, along which the
sure-footed mules wend their way, carry-
ing tourists who would gasp if they had
the breath. This is the thrill of great
teight of precipitous cliffs, their brink only
a foot away.
So with mountain peaks-the arduous

climb over slippery rocks, through eternal
snow, over deep precipices floored with
jagged rock. It is not the few moments
at the very pinnacle that reward the moun-
taineer, nor, though he may think it, the
knowledge that he. of all mankind, is the
first to reach the summit. It is the sub-
conscious realization that he has defied
Nature, defeated her or cheated her, has
eluded fate. It is the thrill of victory.
But there would be no thrill if there

were no danger!
On occasion the lake of fire in the vol-

cano ,Kilanes, in the Hawaiian Islands,
can be one of thbe most terrifying places in
the world. Many tourists make the pil-
grimage over the barren, treeless, wind-
swept slopes of Manna Lea. threugh. the
lava, fog and rain, to the Volcano House.
only to find thr* the crater has been in-
act~ve for months and gives no signs of a
return tonlife.
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perhaps. D'Arcy
argged in favor of turning back, to'return
at some more favorable time. But we de-
termined to visit the crater, at least, now
that we had won to the summit.

"Therefore, after a short root, we set
forth, D'ArcT and myself in the vaa, and
the other. strung out behind, with here
and there a native carrier. The going was
exceedingly difficult, though the footing
was firmer than one should have expected.
and our route was so circuitous, like that
of goats on a mountainside, that when one
looked up, after an hour's steady walking,
it was almost startling to find the rim of
the crater what seemed but a few feet
overhead'a crescent against the sky.
"On we went, until what seemed a

stone's throw from the lake itself. We had
halted to rest-indeed, we were expressing
our disappointment in the lack of sesi
which had thus far attended the expedi
tion-when suddenly there was a loud re.
port, exactly like that of a battery of
howitsers, and slow, oIly-lookIng bubbles
were visible on the surface of the lake.
Pole had come to life! The old girl was
greeting us.

"D'Arcy wast tremendously cheered. He
gave a loud husah and rushed at the
double toward the lake. It was as much as
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